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Higginson's desire, but she was out of Town and not being sure
whether Lady Frances would remember me I did not go in. I
wandered back along Piccadilly to a pastrycook's and then up the
Burlington Arcade. In the Arcade I went into a photograph shop
to get some scraps and asked if he had a photograph of the picture
*Rock of Ages' or 'Clinging to the Cross'. A dark French-looking
bearded man was reading a paper behind the counter. He got up
and looked at me steadily and then backed towards the fire to get
away as fai as possible. 'No, Sir', he said sternly after scrutinizing
me narrowly. I asked him to show me some other photographs. 'No,
Sir/ he said again sternly. 'I never will show anything to persons
who ask me for the "R.ock of Ages"/ 'Why?' I said. 'Is there any
harm in asking for the photograph?' He said it was copyright and
any one selling the photograph was liable to a penalty of £2. I said
I was quite unaware of the fact and was sorry I had asked him for
the picture. Then I asked him again to show me some more photo-
graphs. 'No, Sir, thank you/ he repeated. His manner was very
curious and he was evidently very uneasy and anxious to get me out
of the shop as quickly as possible without letting me see anything. I
saw there was something wrong, but could not make out what was
the matter. I was sorry afterwards that I had not insisted on seeing
his goods as I might have done, for he was legally bound to show
them. Opposite the Charing Cross Hotel I met Sam and we walked
along the Strand to Waterloo. He explained the mystery of the
shop in the Arcade. The man is notorious for selling obscene French
photographs. The police have long been watching him, but have
never caught him yet. He thought I was a spy. I got some scraps
in another shop in Piccadilly. We walked home to Claygate from
Thames Ditton in a brilliant hard frost.
Tuesday, 17 January
Sam, Emmie and I went up to Town. In the street outside one of
the police courts there was a dense crowd, great excitement and
inextinguishable laughter. The prison van stood at the door and a
prisoner had just been put in. Two handsome fajr-haired girls, bare-
armed and bare-headed, were shouting derisively to the person
inside, who seemed to have incurred the popular hatred and con-
tempt. The girls approached the van closely and yelled insulting
words to the miserable creature inside while the people stood round

